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Take it Back 


Author's Notes: 

Apparently it's a fact that before Jack died, he called Ginger and his only words were: "I'm dying, fuck you." 
So this is a spin on that. If you don't know, Ginger and Jack have an extremely complicated friendship (if you 
can call it that). 


OCTOBER. 2014 


Carved pumpkins decorate the courtyard, the prominent smell of sultry spice circulating through the brisk 
winds and managing to nullify Ginger's head as he treads on dead leaves. The oranges of the titian sky mix with 
the browned trees, wilted branches curved and adding to the galore of a sadistic Halloween only a matter of 


days afar. 


Ginger isn't fond of the season, autumn wistful of death and fading dreams. And although his dearest friend 
Eric had called to proclaim "Walked out and saw the color of the leaves. Reminded me of you!" Ginger had yet 
to smile for the fall's greetings. 


He schlepps along the trail, attempting to ignore the persistent buzzing of his cellphone shoved within his back 
pocket. When he gives in to the incessant noise, he would be lying to emit that he wasn't in any way affected 
by the bold digitalized letters reading Arsehole Bruce on his screen 


In fact, he was breathless. 

After their rocky past and a few ‘last words, Ginger had distanced his life away from Jack's, not only 
emphasizing their lack of affinity, but also diminishing any chances of a plausible Cream reunion. Having 
remained close to Eric, the little spurs of disappointment that passed over him each time they hung out grew 


persistent, and Ginger soon began to miss having a third party; the person who he'd bicker with from day to 
night. Although, he'd never admit it. 


On the fourth call, Ginger decided he would answer, yet was only interfaced with a cold silence. 

"Jack? If this is some kind of prank-" 

"lm dying, fuck you." 

Ginger nearly doubled over himself amidst his own schlepps, and his fingers instinctively curl around the small 
device even tighter. He processed the four words, the blatant statement that not only screamed vivid 
virulence, but were ostensibly filled with something so despairingly truthful. 


"You're. What?" 


Jack sighed on the other end of the call, and it wasn't a distraught noise conveying his exhaustion, but instead 
a sound that brought Ginger back to the years they've spent attempting to finish useless arguments. 


‘lm dying, you bleeding fooll" Jack hissed, this time more emphatically. "My liver, it's-" he pauses, and 
something tells Ginger that he won't finish that sentence. He kneels down to the pavement, orange and brown 
leaves scattered across the cement stagnant beneath his fingertips as he collapses, and abruptly, life passes 
him before his own eyes. 

Jack's life. 

Ginger pinches the bridge of his nose, the clouds above his head blurring into indiscernible patterns as tears 
gloss his vision. He could hear his heartbeat in his own ears, impending abhorrence ravaging him from inside 
out. 

"Are you still there, dumbass?" 


Ginger scoffs. "I'm here, Arsehole." 


The drummer hears a crack in Jack's voice when he whispers the words, "Thank you." 


"For what?" Ginger's nose crinkles with confusion, or perhaps it's the light tickle erupting from the sensation of 


a fat tear traveling down his face. 


"l expected you to hang up," Jack admits, and the words are stricken with that witty tone Ginger had once 
despised. But hearing it now, he's never felt so at-home, the pieces of the life he once had four decades ago 


coming back together for one last time. 
One last time. 


Ginger hated to think of it, to think that Jack would no longer exist in the same world as him. And how he had 
once pulled a knife on the smaller man, exclaiming that he wished he'd never been born, hoping Jack would get 
knocked off crossroads with the force of a bulldozing train. But now, years piling onto years, there was a grief 


simmering low in his stomach, and a swelling in his heart. 
"Jack," he exhaled, a soft cry erupting from his lips. "God, Jack." 


"Are you crying?" There's a hint of amusement in Jack's voice. "D'you know that makes you extremely 
pathetic?" 


"D'you know you're still a bloody arsehole?" Ginger spat, but he's managing to chortle through tears and that 
persistent lump in his throat. 


Reticence returns, and Ginger leans closer to the phone as though he could sense Jack right through it. He 
could hear labored breaths, and a monitor vociferously beeping at a steady rate. He then hears Jack inquire 


litingly: "Is that why you've always hated me?" 


Ginger sighs. "You were an irritating little shit, but Jack, I've never truly hated you." And Ginger says it like he 
means it, because amongst years of voicing his misanthropic thoughts on the strange being that is Jack Bruce, 
Ginger found something so awe-inspiring within the other man Something genuine, something heartfelt. 


"Then take it back!" Jack laments, and Ginger nearly shudders at the abrupt switch in the former's voice. "If 
you've never meant it, take it back, Ginger. Tell me you don't hate me, tell me you didn't spend all those years 
fucking with my head out of vivid spite. Tell me | mean more to you than a tease for your stupid bloody 


humor!" 


Ginger feels himself sinking into the pavement, as though he's melting under the sun's incandescent shine. He 
could hear the heavy gasps Jack's emitting clear through his head, and he could imagine those baby-blue eyes 
peering at him with a lavish look of sweet surrender. But it wasn't a surrender to a heedless altercation It 


was a surrender to the nearing end of his own life. 


"I wish it could be me," Ginger sighs, and Jack's heaving seizes for a mere moment. "I wish it was me in your 


place." 


"Why would you ever wish for something like that, you bampot?" 
"Because | love you." 


Ginger doesn't regret the words that escape his lips, nor does he attempt taking them back. He watches a 
passerby gaze at him with judgmental eyes, cutting through the grass rather than stepping over his frail 
position For sure, he looked like a fool lying across the sidewalk with hysterical sobs racking his body. But all he 
could focus on was that light Oh‘ Jack managed to form amidst his astonishment. 


"| mean it, Jack. | love you," Ginger repeats, sincerity dripping from his tone. 


"Y'know." The antecedent bassist begins, his Scottish accent as strong as it was forty years ago. "That makes 


you sound excruciatingly wimpy." 


Ginger can't help but snort. Although he could frown upon Jack's inability to open his heart just a bit, Ginger 
found it endearing that the man had never changed his ways. He would never want him to, because perhaps 
Jack's crude ways were what sparked Ginger's complicated, undying affinity for him in the first place. "God, 

Jack. How do you sleep at night?" 


And Ginger could hear the smile in Jack's voice when he says, "Dreaming about a universe where | mean 
something to you." He laughs, and there's a terse pause before he murmurs, "Now | could sleep forever 


knowing it may just be." 


Ginger ponders that. A life where moments spent hassling one another would convert to time shared laughing 
and chatting about the obscure ways of life. Maybe even Eric would be happier too, and Cream would exist 
over the years. Perhaps, Ginger would be with Jack on his last days of life rather than caught somewhere in 
fields of gloom and isolation He would hold his hand, take back every venomous word hissed through the years, 


and seal it all with an everlasting promise to friendship. 
And as another tear streams down his face, he manages to simper amongst feigned memories. 


"Maybe in another life, Jack Maybe in another life." 


